Secret Santa 


Author: AFieldWithoutAName 

Bands: Foo Fighters 

Characters: Chris Shiflett, Dave Grohl, Nate Mendel, Taylor Hawkins 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu Apr Il 2013 1:4117 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


One 


It was December Ist. Everybody knew what that meant. Dave would be planning the annual Christmas party at 
Studio 606. Dave's Christmas party was a time-honored tradition It didn't matter where you were or what 
you were doing, if you were part of the family, you made it home for the party. The entire studio was 
decorated, no expense was spared on food or drink or entertainment and Secret Santa was always the highlight 


of the party. 


The rules were simple; everybody who wanted to participate put their name in a hat. Names were drawn at 
random and you had to buy a gift for the person you drew. There was no limit in how much or how little you 


could spend and the gift didn't have to be serious, either. Gag gifts were always encouraged. 


One year, someone went home with a year's worth of free massages while someone else went home with a 


blow up doll and a stack of vintage Playboys. 


Dave organized Secret Santa which meant he never took part in it. Well, someone in the family was bound and 
determined to break that tradition. And someone else was bound and determined to fix the selections this year 


as well. 


"So you want Nate this year?" Dave asked. 


"Yeah, we've been doing this for how many years and I've never had him. | got something figured out for him 


so | don't want to miss this chance." 

"Okay, how much are you willing to bribe me?" 

"A hundred bucks." 

"Seriously? You must really want him. 

‘Oh, you have no idea" 

And the hundred dollar bill found a new owner. 

"You want Chris this year?" 

"Yeah, | never get him. Thought it would be fun. | have something in mind already." 

"How much are you willing to pay me to fix it?" 

"How's a hundred?" 

"That sounds about right.” 

Dave was up $200. 

What these two didn't know -couldn't know- was that Dave took bribes every year from people wanting 
specific picks for Secret Santa. That's how Taylor ended up with the blow up doll and Playboys. What nobody 


could know either, was that this year Taylor's name wasn't going in the hat. Dave was saving Taylor for 


himself. 


Two 


Dave was sitting at his desk in the office at 606 with his laptop in front of him when Taylor sauntered in with 
his hands stuffed in the pockets of his track pants and his baseball hat on backwards. 


"What are you doing?" 

"Nothing, go away." 

"Oh! You're doing the names for Secret Santa, aren't you?" 
"Yes, now leave." 

"Let me help, | always wanted to get in on this!" 

"No, go away." 


Taylor hitched one side of his ass onto the corner of the desk and picked up a roll of packing tape that was 
randomly sitting on the desk. He spun it in his fidgety hands, turning it in circles, putting one hand through it 
and then the other. "Please?" 


"No. Now go." Dave closed the laptop, stood up and took hold of Taylor's arm. He pulled the blonde after him as 
he walked toward the door. Taylor gave him his best pout but Dave pushed him out and he closed the door 
and locked it. He wouldn't have minded the company, especially that company, but he had plans and he couldn't 
carry them out with Taylor there. 


Secret Santa had grown over the years, in the same way the family had grown. There were fifty names on 
the list and when forty-nine of them had been emailed out to their recipients, Dave leaned back in his chair 
with a satisfied grin on his face, interlacing his fingers against the back of his head. Taylor had no idea what 
he was in for this year. The Secret in Secret Santa would be out. With an eager chuckle, Dave lifted himself 
from the chair. Now that his work was done, he could find his partner in crime and have some fun. The 
brunette unlocked and swung the door open, his best friend's name about to cross his lips as he passed 


through the doorway. 

"Tay-mmph!" Dave walked into a wall of tape. There was clear packing tape over the doorway, sticky side facing 
in, from head to foot, and Dave walked into it all. When he tried to pull back, it ripped at his beard and the 
tendrils of hair around his face that happened to get caught also. It clung to his t-shirt and his jeans. 


"TAYLOR!" He shouted and then heard the unmistakable sound of the man’s giggles. "You're an asshole! Help 


mel" 


"Now you want my help?" The drummer asked so innocently as other people gathered behind him and laughed 


at Dave. 

"Im going to hurt you" 

"Maybe | should leave you stuck then’ 

"TAYLOR! 

More laughter as Taylor gently pulled the tape away from the door frame and Dave. 


"Who did you give me?" He asked as he was crumpling the tape up in a ball to throw away. Dave was rubbing 


his beard with his hand. 

"I don't remember. Check your email 
"Did you put yourself in this year?" 
"No, | never do. You know that." 

"You should” 

"But I'd always know who got me." 


"That's okay. | want to get you one year.” Taylor said with a twinkle in his eye. He knew he was laying the 


groundwork for his plan. 


| bet you do." And Dave made a fist and raised it to his mouth, moving it in a back and forth motion, while he 
poked his tongue against the inside of his cheek. 


"That would make for a very Merry Christmas." Taylor winked and walked away. 
On an iPhone across town, a ginger-headed bassist was logging into his email. He skipped down to the message 
from Dave. A smile crept across his lips as he read it. "Good. Perfect. Okay, here we go." He murmured to 


nobody in particular. 


Meanwhile, a certain guitarist was smiling about his message from Dave as well. "This is going to be the best 


Secret Santa ever!" He exclaimed and rubbed his hands together. 


Three 


Dave arrived at 606 around three and there was already a flurry of activity. Decorations were going up, 


including a twelve foot tree. 

Joe was at the top of a ladder, placing a large, silver star on top of the tree. The catering company and 
entertainment company were busy setting up tables and a dance floor and a bar. Just as Dave reached the 
bar to check on its stock, Gus approached. 


"Hey, dude. You ready to be Santa again? You make the best Santa 


"Yeah, that's why | came to find you. | bought a new suit this year. The other one was getting nasty. | think 
you'll enjoy this one." 


"Cool, let's see." 

"Nope. It's a surprise. Besides, | left it home." 

"Okay, let me see it when you come back later tonight.” 
"Syre" 


Dave watched him with a narrowed expression. Something was up with Gus. The frontman and party planner 


mused. Seems like there were a lot of surprises in store for people this year. 

Nate stood in front of his mirror at home, staring into his own blue-green eyes. He gave himself a pep talk. 
"Yes, it is a good idea. You'll regret it if you don't and you can't back out now. Feed him a few drinks. You know 
how he gets with tequila. And if he still doesn't want it, then at least you know. But something tells me he 


wants it." 


Nate grinned. He straightened the ribbed, olive green zippered sweater over his black t-shirt, ran his fingers 


through his newly cropped strawberry blonde hair and gave himself one last glance. 

"Here goes nothing." He picked up the small, square, gift-wrapped box and headed out the door. 

Chris was still sitting on the edge of his bed, wearing a towel around his waist. His head rested in his hands. 
"You can do this. It's Nate. Don't talk yourself out of it now. How many years have you wasted, wondering? You 
know there's something there. You can feel it every time he looks at you. But what if | am wrong and he 


rejects me? Then everything is fucked up. How can | ever show my face around him again? Okay, fuck it. I'm 


not doing it" 


He stood up and unwrapped the towel, tossing it onto the bed. As he pulled his pants on, he began debating 


again. 


"| could make sure he drinks enough. Nate does loosen up a lot when he's been drinking. He'd probably be down 


for just about anything then. Okay. That's what Ill do." 


He pulled a dark red v-neck sweater over his head and then slipped a black jacket over it. The present sat on 


the hall table next to his keys. Chris picked them both up and was out the door. 


Santa's sack sat open just outside the door into the studio. This way, nobody really saw who brought what 
package. Even still, some people made a mad dash from their car to the bag, insuring nobody else was around 
to spy. Chris was one of those people. He had already spotted Nate's SUV in the lot so he didn't have to worry 
about him seeing. But anybody else... 


Several people greeted him upon his arrival. Gus, John, Pat, Joe, Wiley, Kirri. But his eyes grew wide when Nate 
stood before him, grinning, pushing a drink into his hand. He looked incredible with his shorter hair and the 
tight-fitting sweater that brought out the green in his sparkling eyes. 

"Hey," Chris finally managed. "How you been? It's been like two months. Where have you been hiding?" 

"Around. You know | like to lay low for a bit after we get back." 


"| know but you can still call me." 


"Did you miss me, Shiflett?" Nate teased even though he was sure Chris could hear his heart thumping against 
his rib cage. 


"Nol" Chris coughed. "No. Just saying, if you want to hang out sometime, give me a call." 


‘Oh. Sure, we can hang sometime." Nate touched his glass to the one in Chris's hand. "Drink up, buddy. It's a 
party, after alll" 


Dave took the brief break in greeting people to scan the crowd. Taylor wasn't there yet. Where was he? It 
wasn't like him to be late like this. It wasn't like him to be early either but he loves the Christmas party. And 
he'd been talking about it for weeks. Even yesterday, he texted Dave about it. That thought caused Dave to 
think of his phone. He pulled it from his pocket, just in case. 


And there was another text from Taylor, received twenty minutes ago. "Can't make it. Family thing. Headed 


home now. Call you tomorrow." 


"Shit." Dave grumbled. Not only was Dave's surprise ruined now but parties just aren't as much fun for him 


without Taylor there. 


"What's the matter?" Gus appeared at his side. 


Dave didn't notice him approach and was startled. "Oh! Taylor can't make it tonight. Said something happened at 


home and he was headed down there 
"His parents?" 

EIE 

"Oh. Hope they're okay” 

"Me, too" 


People, as usual, were having a great time, singing and dancing. The food was spectacular and the drink was 


flowing heavily. 


Dave noticed Chris and Nate paired up by the bar. He wondered what was going on between them. He knew 
what was between them but he wondered how they didn't know. And that things between them were going to 
change after tonight. He felt a pang of jealousy over how they had each other and how they each planned on 


surprising the other. Meanwhile, Dave's surprise got fucked up. 


Four 


When the clock struck nine, Gus disappeared to put his Santa suit on. 
Nate pushed another drink into Chris's hand while he ordered one more for himself. 


Dave stepped up to the microphone. "Hey! Merry Christmas, everyone! Its time for Secret Santa. The reason 
all you fuckers show up, anyway. That and the free booze. Remember the rules: there is only one rule. Any 
illegal substances automatically become mine. I'm happy everyone -well, almost everyone - is here to celebrate. 


Have fun!" 


Just as he finished his little speech, the door to the hallway opened and Gus's bellowing "Ho Ho Hol" could be 
heard. But the only thing made visible at first was the huge red bag of gifts. Dave watched with a grin on his 
face, he loved Gus's Santa because he always put IlO% into making it fun and having a laugh. But when a 
shorter, much thinner Santa stepped through the door, hefting the sack onto his back, Dave's grin faltered. 
Was that..Taylor? What the hell was he doing? 


Taylor's eyes shone brightly above the white beard and below the red hat. He flicked them in Dave's direction 


and winked. 

‘Well fuck me, this party just got a hell of a lot better Dave thought. He took a seat next to Joe, stretched 
his legs wide, threw back a shot of Crown, and merely watched as Taylor hand out gifts. The blonde made a 
show of handing gifts to the ladies at the party. Bending deeply and kissing their cheeks as he laid wrapped 
boxes and gift bags in their laps. Fucking flirt: 

Chris sat next to Nate and was very nervous. There was nothing he could do now. No turning back. Soon the 
gorgeous redhead to his right would find out exactly how Chris felt about him. And exactly what he wanted to 
do to him. Chris's knee began to bounce as he turned his glass round and round in his fidgety hands. 


Nate noticed this and put a hand on the guitarists knee. "What's wrong with you?" 


"Nothing. Hey, want to go outside and get some air? H's warm in here. And | don't want to end up with phony 
dogshit while | deliberated about the gift | gave, you know?" 


The redhead smiled. "Don't worry. You won't end up with phony dogshit." 


Their eyes met and so much was communicated in one meaningful glance that Chris was about to spoil his 


surprise. His mouth opened to speak when Taylor appeared in front of Nate and dropped his gift in his lap. 
"Hey, save it for later, you two. Open your present” 


He struggled to peel his gaze off of Chris, who was in visible turmoil. "What, Taylor? | don't get a kiss?" Nate 


joked. 

Taylor rolled his eyes and then bent over to kiss Nate on the cheek. 

Chris didn't know what to do. Should he let Nate open the gift here and now and pretend he knew nothing about 
it? Or make him wait until everyone's attention was elsewhere? It was too late, Nate was ripping the paper 
from the box. The people sitting near them, John, Joe, Annie, Kirri, Toni and Lindsay watched as Nate lifted the 
lid from the box. 

"Pop Tarts." Nate said, sounding dejected. 

"But you love Pop Tarts!" Kirri spoke up. 

"Well, yeah but." 

"Maybe there's more. Dig around" Chris suggested. 

Nate pushed the Pop Tarts aside to discover a card with a typed note. "Meet me in the kitchen at eleven 


"Whoa What? Who did this?" Nate quickly scanned the room. 


Everybody else at the table clapped and whistled and teased him. Everybody but Chris. He watched the bassist 


with a curious expression. 

"Chris," Nate asked quietly. "Is this you?" 

Chris met Nate's gaze but shook his head slowly. "Why would | ask to meet you in the kitchen?" 
Taylor reappeared then "What'd you get, buddy?" 

"Pop Tarts." 


"Cool!" Taylor dropped a box in Chris's hands and then grabbed a Pop Tart from Nate's present. "Since you 
fuckers forgot my cookies and milk." 


Nate shifted uncomfortably in his chair as Chris began to unwrap his gift. He got an offer to meet someone 
else but he was propositioning Chris. Would Chris be open to it? Shit. 


"Wait. Maybe open it later?" Nate laid a hand on top of Chris's. 
"Why? Everybody else opened theirs. They want to see what this is. | want to see what this is, too." 


"Fine." Nate snapped and pulled his hand away. 


Chris gave him a strange look before he continued unwrapping the box. Inside, under a nest of tissue paper, sat 
a box of condoms, a bottle of lube and a hotel key card. 


"Are you fucking kidding me? Oh my God!" Chris exclaimed. 

"Holy Shit!" Nate joined in even though he was sure his flushed cheeks gave him away. "What hotel is it?" 
"The Peninsula” 

"Wow. Someone went all out. At least its not the Motel b." 


"Who?!" Chris looked around. Nobody except the people sitting at their table was looking at him. "It's a dude. 
Gotta be. Why the fucking lube?" 


"Beats me. Gag gift?" 
"Wiley? I've seen him checking me out before." 
"What? No. Just go there and find out." 


"| can't." Chris suddenly realized. If he went to the hotel, he'd miss meeting Nate in the kitchen. But curiosity 
was killing him. He HAD to know who wanted to have sex with him. And who made it so easy for him. 


Five 
Taylor pulled the next gift from the sack and it had his own name on it. 


"Oh! One for Santa?" He shouted in surprise. He put it on the table in front of Dave and grinned. "That's a 
surprise!" He said to the brunette before he reached for another gift. 


When the bag was empty, save for one last present, Taylor made his way back toward Dave. 


"Looks like Santa has one last gift in his sack. Davey, you must have been a good boy this year. This has your 


name on it.” 
"Me?" 


It wasn't difficult to figure out that, since Tay wanted to be Santa, this gift was probably from him. And 
probably a gag gift. The blow up doll from two years ago, most likely. 


Taylor plopped down onto the chair next to Dave and pulled off his hat and beard and then opened the buttons 
on the red, plush coat. "Want to sit on Santa's lap and tell him what you want?" He asked Dave with a twinkle in 
his eye. 

Dave caught that twinkle, swallowed nervously and opted to ignore it. For now. "Family thing, huh?" 

The blonde smiled. "Just a little white lie so | could be Santa this year. You would have said no if | asked." 

"Open your present" Dave picked it up and handed it to the drummer, who held it to his ear and shook it. 

"Its very light." 

"Maybe its money." 

"Maybe its a car wash coupon" 


"Maybe." 


It was merely a small, red card nestled in shiny, silver shredded paper. In fancy, scrolling handwriting, it said, 


“Tonight, you're mine." 
"Wow. Someone's direct.” 


"Sweet! Looks like you're getting some action tonight." 


"But how? Who?" 
"l'm sure they'll make themselves known when the time is right” 


Taylor glanced at his friend Dave met his eyes with a steady stare. Taylor knew. He picked up Dave's gift and 
handed it to the chocolate-headed singer. "Open yours." 


"| don't think | have to." he said quietly, still holding Taylor's gaze. 

"But you'll like it” Tay sang with a smirk 

Inside the box was a small stack of photographs. On top was a picture of a pair of pink lips surrounded by light 
brown stubble. The last one was a bare, naked ass. And none in between would have helped Dave identify the 


owner. But they didn't have to. Dave knew. 


"Tonight, that's yours.” Taylor whispered in his ear. 


Six 
Nate checked his watch: 10:45. 


Chris was still here. He hadn't left to go to the hotel. Why? Was he the one who wanted to meet Nate in the 
kitchen? As the wheels clicked round in Nate's head, trying to put together the puzzle, Gus approached. 


"Santa good to you, Nate?" 

"lll find out in a bit" 

"Oh?" 

"My Secret Santa asked to meet up with me tonight." 
"Oh, nice! | bet it's that chick, Alex. Dude, she loves you!" 
"Oh yeah?" 

"Yeah, she would love to get you alone." 


"Maybe it is her, then" Nate found Alex on the dance floor. She was cute. She caught Nate looking at her and 


grinned and waved at him. And then his eyes wandered up to look at Gus, who was grinning also. 

"See? Good luck, dude." 

"Thanks. What did Santa give you?" 

"A fucking porno collection" 

"Vintage?" 

"No, dudes." Gus shook his head. 

"Oh!" And Nate laughed uncomfortably. He was hoping to score with a dude, himself. Maybe if he failed, he 
could borrow Gus's collection. ‘What? Stop that: Nate gave himself a mental slap as he scanned the crowd 
again for Chris. 

This time he didn't see him anywhere. Shit! Did he leave to go to the hotel finally? He excused himself from 
Gus and flew out the door to the parking lot. Chris's car was still there. Okay. Upon glancing at his watch again, 


he saw it was now three minutes until eleven. Nate's stomach churned with nervous excitement. If it wasn't 


Chris that sent him the Pop Tarts and the note, why didn't Chris go to the hotel? The redhead slipped back 


inside and swiftly made his way to the kitchen only to find it dark and unoccupied. He sighed and grumbled 


under his breath. Someone got one over on him. 

Just as he turned to leave, the lights flickered on and a hand slid the lock on the door. 

"See why | couldn't go find out who wants to fuck me at the Peninsula tonight?" Chris grinned 
The bassist laughed softly as he pulled a second key card from his pocket 

Chris's mouth fell open. "You?! 

re 

"You want to..0h my God! Nate! How long have you wanted to..2" 


"Um, a while. | just never knew if you did. | couldn't stand not knowing anymore so Secret Santa seemed like a 


good opportunity. And, you know, you tell the truth at Christmas, right?" 


"Right" Chris agreed as he hesitantly crossed the room. He was standing directly in front of Nate now. He 
lowered his gaze to stare at the man's shoes as his heart was pounding in his ears. Time had stopped. Chris 
chewed his lip as he tried to find the courage to ask the one thing he'd wanted to ask for almost as long as he 


knew the gorgeous ginger-headed man before him. "Can | kiss you?" 


"Do you really want to?" Nate replied with a question of his own, surely feeling the temperature in the room, 


or at least between the two of them, rise. 
| really think | do." 
"Then yes, kiss me." 


The shorter man peered up into Nate's eyes. "I think | knew when we were sitting out there. Something in your 


eyes..." 
"Yeah, lust." 


That took Chris by surprise. Until he remembered that Nate gave him rubbers and lube. "Nate, do you..are 


you serious about the hotel room?" 


Nate studied Chris's expression for a moment before he grabbed the guitarists face with two hands and 
pulled him into a kiss. 


Another man's powerful lips against his made Chris weak in the knees. He clutched at Nate's elbows for 
support as smooth, hard lips opened and a warm tongue darted against his bottom lip. Chris let his own mouth 


open slightly, allowing Nate's tongue between his lips. He felt the redhead's hands leave his face and slide 
around his waist. Their tongues now wrestled, lips open wide, locked together. The wet kissing noises made Nate 


di zzy with desire. 


Damn right, he was serious about the hotel room. He wanted Chris underneath him, begging for Nate to be 


inside of him. 

When the kiss finally broke, both men stared at each other with blazing eyes and gaping mouths. 

"Hotel room?" 

"Fuck, yes." 

XEKE 

Dave snapped his head around to stare at Taylor. "Tay, are you for real?" 

Taylor's eyes searched Dave's. He was for real but suddenly he realized maybe Dave wasn't. "| am if you are." 
"You want this? | mean, all of it?" 

"| don't know, D. How big is it?" Taylor smirked and then started to snake a hand toward Dave's crotch. 

| mean, like, you want to..?" Dave fumbled for the words. Why was he acting like a goddamn chicken shit all of 
a sudden? He had been so confident before. He was going to convince Tay if Tay required convincing. But since 
the little blonde beauty had beat him to the punch, he was feeling a little insecure. 

Taylor smiled, clearly amused by Dave's stammering. He whispered in the brunette's ear, "Do | want to get 
naked with you and do whatever comes naturally to us? Hell fucking yes. Now, can we get the fuck out of 
here, please?" 

And then Dave felt those perfect, warm lips on his earlobe. 

The drive to Dave's house was a short one. Tay threw his SUV into park but sat still in the driver's seat, 
resting his head back, his eyes closed. He could hardly believe it when Dave leaned into his lap and pushed the 
red, plush pants down over his hips, only to find him naked underneath. Dave's surprised giggle made Taylor 
smile. With one awkwardly rough hand, Dave had pulled him free and then lowered his head between Taylor's 


legs. 


"Jesus fucking Christ, D!" The drummer knotted his fingers in soft, brown hair. "You're really good at this. Do 
it often?" 


"I've done it to you a lot in my dreams. Almost as much as I've fucked you." 


Taylor laughed. "Ah, the truth finally comes out. | always knew you wanted me." 
"And you want me." 
"Nah, this is a pity thing.” 


Dave smiled and gave Taylor a bite before he sat up. "T, I'm going inside. If you really want me and this isn't a 
pity thing, come on in. I'll be in my bedroom, playing with myself." 


"No doubt looking at those pictures | gave you." 

"No doubt" Dave opened the door and hopped out. He stood for a moment, adjusting himself while he smirked 
at Tay through the window. Before he even opened the door to his house, Taylor crashed against his back, 
throwing his arms around the singer. 

Inside the house, Dave firmly grasped one of the blonde's arms and swung him against the wall. He leaned in to 


catch Taylor's mouth with his own, but pulled back to gauge the drummer's reaction. Dave was pleased to see 


Taylor's closed eyes and opened mouth. 


"Pity, my ass." 


"Oh, shut the fuck up and kiss me, already!" 


Seven 


The tension in the car was palpable. 


Both men were silent as Chris navigated the city streets to the Peninsula They walked quickly through the 
lobby, waited impatiently for the elevator and still, not a word was spoken between them. Chris followed Nate 
down the hall to the room he reserved. Inside the room, there was one lamp lit near the bed throwing off a 
dim light. There was a bucket of ice with a bottle of Perrier-Jouet chilling and two crystal flutes waiting 
beside it. The lush burgundy taffeta draperies were pushed wide in front of the windows, revealing the brightly 
lit view of the Los Angeles skyline. 


Chris took all of this in and a smile pulled at his lips. Nate did all of this for him. To seduce him. The redhead 
stood just inside the door and watched Chris. 


"Nate, |..this..all of this..for me?" He stammered. 
"You're not a Motel b kind of guy." 
"And | said meet me in the kitchen. What a fucking loser.” Chris rolled his eyes. 


‘Seriously, that's all I'm worth to you? Were you going to bang me on the kitchen table?" Nate teased, a 
playful smirk on his lips. 


"The plan was to take you home with me." 


"Hmm, that would have worked, too." He replied in a soft murmur as he approached the brunette and slid his 
arms around his waist. "You look incredible tonight, by the way. | have always wanted to undress you slowly, 
little by little, tasting the newly bared skin" Nate lowered his mouth to Chris's neck, giving it a gentle nibble. 


"Holy shit, Mendel. You're really good at this whole seduction thing.’ 
"Does that mean it's working?” The redhead laughed, his mouth now on Chris's ear, tickling it with his tongue. 


"Oh, its working, all right." Chris replied as his fingers began to pull down the zipper on Nate's sweater. "You 
knew it would, though. Everything about this is working for me. The fresh hair cut, the way this green brings 
out your eyes, this tight shirt underneath. Not to mention your ass in these jeans. Not ashamed to say | 
checked it out. You knew exactly what you were doing tonight." 


Nate blushed and he wanted to continue to focus on Chris's ear and neck but he pushed Chris back so he 
could look at his face. "I'm not the only one who put a little effort into tonight, Shiflett. Look at you, this five 
day growth, this carefully careless hair, the way these jeans don't keep anything a secret" 


"No secret, huh?" 


The bassist shook his head as he slipped his hands inside the shoulders of Chris's jacket and pushed it off. 
Chris pulled Nate's green sweater off of his shoulders and then pulled each sleeve down his arms and off. His 
hands immediately went for the hem of the t-shirt and pulled it up over Nate's head. His eyes skimmed over 
the redhead's bare chest and stomach before rising to meet the gorgeous eyes of his about-to-be lover. 
They continued to gaze at each other as Nate slid his hands under Chris's sweater. At first, he merely 
explored and caressed Chris's stomach and hips and back. Chris broke the gaze when his eyes fluttered closed 
and his lips parted in a blissful moan 


‘Kiss me." The guitarist breathed. He felt Nate's arms encircle him and squeeze him tightly as hot, wet lips 
landed on his. 


He stumbled a bit when he felt Nate pulling him along, back toward the bed. Chris gasped and grunted when 
they landed together onto the bed. The bounce of their bodies caused their mouths to part and Nate let out a 
little giggle. Chris grinned as well and danced his calloused fingertips down Nate's spine. The bassist shuddered 
and let his head fall back. His own hands drifted down Chris's stomach and he hooked his fingers into the waist 
of the guitarist's tight jeans. He used them to pull Chris closer to him so that their hips and groins bumped 
together. 


| want to see you. All of you." Nate whispered as he looked in Chris's eyes again 
"Just see? You can touch, too, if you want." The brunette teased. 


"Well, if it looks good to me, | might." The redhead shot back as he unbuckled Chris's belt and then unbuttoned 


and unzipped his jeans. 


He rolled Chris onto his back and stood up to tug the jeans off of him. Nate had to giggle when he noticed 


Chris's boxer shorts, crisp white cotton shorts with a large red striped candy cane screenprinted over the fly. 


"Want to suck on my candy cane, little boy?" Chris asked as he folded his arms under his head and flicked his 


eyebrows. 
"That's fucked up." Nate muttered even though he was smirking as he pulled the shorts down Chris's legs. 


He had straightened up to pull the shorts from around Chris's ankles and was about to bend over the body 
laid out before him when Chris sat up. He gripped Nate's hips with his hands and pressed his open mouth to 
the bassist's stomach. Chris kissed and licked and sucked on the warm, quivering skin while his fingers went to 
work on Nate's jeans. He felt fingers dive into his hair and stroke it softly as sweet groans and whimpers filled 
his ears. Nate stepped out of his jeans and stood before Chris in his shorts. His Christmas shorts were merely 


solid, bright red. 


"Red sure is my favorite color.” Said Chris. 


"It definitely looks good on you." And then Nate turned around. 


Chris let out a surprised laugh. Across the ass of Nate's shorts was a large Santa Claus face. Chris reached 
out and grasped the waistband and yanked them down. 


Now that both men were completely naked, Chris leaned back and pulled Nate on top of him, he opened his 
thighs to let Nate settle between them. Nate slid his hands under Chris's shoulders. Their chests were 
crushed together, mouths were centimeters apart. 

"You brought the gifts | gave you, right?" Nate asked. 

"Of course | did. We're really gonna do this?" Chris searched the redhead's beautiful eyes. 

If you want to." 

"Do you?" 

"Absolutely" Nate smiled warmly. "| want to feel you wrapped around me." 

The guitarist groaned as his hips rocked gently. "If we do this, | may not ever want to stop." 

"That works, too." The redhead told him before he lowered his mouth to kiss Chris. 

Their bodies rocked together as they kissed. Chris locked his knees against Nate's hips and his arms wound 
around the redhead's neck. Nate remembered his one desire and made no move to rush the beauty beneath 
him. He would not attempt to go any further until he heard Chris utter the words. So he merely continued 
kissing the man and rubbing himself against him. 

After some time, Chris's mouth and hands became fervent. His moans and whimpers became louder and 
sounded impatient. 

"What's the matter?" Nate whispered in his ear, letting his lips graze against the side of Chris's face. 


"Want you. Want more." The guitarist panted. 


"More what?" Nate prodded. His stomach tightened. ‘Come on, baby, just say the words, say you want me 
inside of you: He thought. 


"Come on, Nate, please. You know what | want." 


Good enough for him. Nate sank down to his knees at the foot of the bed and pulled Chris down until his feet 
were flat on the floor and his ass was perched on the edge of the bed. He pushed Chris's thighs apart and 
gently slid his hands up the soft, warm skin of the brunette's inner thighs. Nate laid feather light kisses there, 


slowly moving up. Chris's body trembled and he let out a long, halting sigh. 
"You okay?" Nate asked him. 
"| just, | didn't expect. just thought..." 


Uh oh. Nate withdrew and sat back on his heels. "Talk to me, baby. | don't want to do anything you're 


uncomfortable with." 
"You're going to hate me." 


Oh, God. Nate was deflated. He let his head fall back and let out a loud sigh. He started to stand up, putting his 
hands on Chris's knees, when the guitarist picked his head up. 


"Don't stop. | was just a little overwhelmed at how good it feels. I'm embarrassed. | expected us just to fuck 
but, Nate, you're making love to me and oh my God, it's so good." 


"Is supposed to be good. Now, may | continue?" 

"God, yes, please.” 

"Where did you put the gifts | gave you?" 

"Jacket pocket" 

The redhead crawled across the floor and pulled the bottle of lube and box of condoms from Chris's jacket. 
When he returned to Chris, he set them on the floor beside his knee. Nate wrapped a hand around Chris and 
bent his head to take him into his mouth. As he was teasing Chris with his lips and tongue, he slowly and 
carefully squeezed a small amount of lube onto his index finger. Nate continued to suck and lick as he 
introduced his finger to Chris's entrance. The brunette gasped and twitched, a hand clutched at Nate's hair. 
‘Its okay, Chris. We'll take it nice and slow." Nate cooed and used his free hand to stroke Chris's thigh. "Okay?" 
"Uh huh. Slow, okay?" 

"| promise" The bassist laid a kiss on his hip as he pushed his finger just inside. Very slowly, the finger slipped 
in a bit more while the other hand continued to stroke Chris's dick. After a few more strokes, he was now also 
pumping his finger in and out. Chris moaned and rolled his hips. 


"Good, baby?" 


"More, Nate, please." 


"Good boy." Nate spread a little more lube on his middle finger and introduced it, pushing it inside of Chris, 
stretching him a bit more. He found that spot deep inside of Chris and smiled when the man moaned loudly. 


"That's the spot?" 
"Oh, hell yes." Chris groaned. 


The redhead worked Chris more with his hands until the brunette was writhing and purring. He slowly withdrew 
and stood up. 


"Chris?" He asked shyly. "Can 1...2" 


The brunette picked his head up to look at Nate. He chewed on his lip as he considered And then a smile 
spread across his lips as he nodded. 


Nate picked up the guitarists hand and pressed his lips to his palm. "I'll be careful." 
| know you will” 


He slid a condom onto himself and then slathered on a generous amount of the liquid. Gently, he urged Chris 
over, onto his stomach. With a hand cupping his ass, he pressed himself against Chris's entrance and slowly 
pushed himself inside. Nate slid his arm under Chris's stomach and held him tightly as he drove a little deeper. 
The brunette gasped and panted, clenching his eyes closed. If he could just get past the initial ripple of pain, he 
knew Nate would find that spot again and send him soaring. So he gritted his teeth and slid his fingers in 
between his lover's as they rested against his stomach. Nate was moved by this and bent to kiss his back. 
And then he thrust deeper and was rewarded by Chris's loud grunt and his fingers squeezing tightly. He drew 
back and thrust deeply again. 


"Yes!" 
"Right there?" 


"Fuck, yes." Chris pushed through gritted teeth as he turned his head to look over his shoulder. His piercing 
blue eyes met Nate's. "More." 


Nate grinned and gave a hard, quick trust. And another. And then he was driving deep and hard and he was 
bent forward, kissing and licking hot damp skin. The noises coming from the man underneath him were driving 


him crazy. 


"Chris! God, Chris!" Nate hissed as he could no longer hold on and his orgasm peaked. The fingers between his 
squeezed tighter as the pair collapsed against the bed. Nate sighed blissfully and pulled Chris against his chest. 


"That was really...” 


"Fucking incredible." 
Chris lifted his face toward Nate's. "Merry Christmas, Nate." 


"Merry Christmas." And he lowered his lips to Chris's. 


Eight 

"Who did you get to take those pictures, anyway?" 

"I took them myself. You know I'm good at the selfies." Replied the blonde with a grin 
"You must be pretty fucking flexible, Hawkins." 

"If you don't kiss me right now, you're never gonna find out: 


With that, Dave grinned. He caught Taylor's hands and slid his fingers between Tay's and lifted their hands 
over Taylor's head. The brunette let his eyes close as he leaned in again. Every hair on his body stood at 
attention when he felt the other man's warm breath hit his lips just before a mouth touched his lightly. 


Taylor's short, prickly beard rubbed against Dave's as their mouths met and wrestled. 


Taylor's hips left the wall and rocked against the singer's. Dave was pleased. He wanted Taylor to challenge him 


and push him, be his equal adversary in every way imaginable. Every position imaginable, Dave mused. 


Tay pulled his hands from Dave's grasp and wound his arms around the brunette's back and then spun himself 
off the wall. Their mouths continued to eagerly taste each other as Dave's hands pushed at Tay's Santa pants. 
Without too much persuasion, the pants fell down around Taylor's knees just as the pair reached the foot of 
the staircase leading up to the bedroom. Taylor tried to lift his foot to the first step but the pants decided 
otherwise and the drummer began to stumble. He clutched Dave tighter as the two of them fell against the 
steps. 


"Ow! Shit!" The blonde exclaimed as his bony ass thudded down onto the step. 


Dave immediately scooped up the blonde beauty and turned himself over and set Taylor on top of him. His 
hands slid down to the hem of Taylor's sleeveless t-shirt and pulled it up and over his head. The drummer 
shook his gorgeous blonde hair loose and then bent to attack Dave's neck The singer's large, capable hands slid 
over Taylor's shoulder blades and down his back, onto his bare ass. When he massaged and squeezed, the 
blonde let out a gasp directly against the brunette's goose pimpled flesh. Taylor straightened and stood 
carefully to push those damnable pants the rest of the way off his body. One hand held the banister while the 
other shoved them down to his ankles. He kicked off his sneakers and then stepped out of the pants. Dave 
watched this little striptease with elbows resting on the step behind his back, making absolutely no attempt, 
yet, to shed his own clothing. 


"God, T, you're disgusting. You've really let yourself go over the years." 
"Well, | do sit on my ass for a living.” 


"Always bringing the focus back to that ass. If | didn't know any better, I'd think you wanted me to do 


something to it" 
"| do, as a matter of fact." 
"Oh yeah?" 


"Uh huh." He purred as he crept back onto the brunette. He lowered that ass onto Dave's thighs as he gazed 
into those perfect, expressive brown eyes. His fingers began unbuttoning Dave's shirt from the bottom. The 
drummer lowered his head and pressed his lips to Dave's stomach, slowly leaving a trail of wet kisses as each 
opened button exposed more skin Taylor felt Dave's hands on his head, fingers tangling into his hair. The singer 
tilted his head back against the hardwood step, giving Taylor more access to his throat. The drummer dragged 
his tongue straight up, from his chest, over his Adam's apple and up to his bearded chin. Taylor now hovered 
over Dave's face, their lips nearly touching. 


"Want to go up to your bedroom and go for it?" 
"Nah, l'm good" 


"Okay, we can stay right here as long as I'm on top" The blonde said with a smirk. And then he let his lips 
brush Dave's, just enough to draw Dave in. 


And of course, the brunette's head lifted as he tried to catch Taylor's mouth. But Tay sneered as he slid a 
hand under Dave's head and then pushed his face back down onto the step with the other, using the first hand 
to make sure he didn't bang his head too hard. And then those hands went to work on Dave's belt buckle as 
the singer grunted in frustration Dave's hands landed on Taylor's bare thighs and slid up to his hips. His left 
hand gripped one while his right hand reached up to Taylor's chest and dragged it down to his stomach and 
repeated the stroke several times. 


"Tay, you're just so stunning.” Came a throaty groan. 


‘Oh, stop. Any more of that and I'm going to think you've gone soft on me." One corner of the blonde's mouth 
curled "And we don't want that." 


Dave pushed the drummer off of him, clasped his hand as he stood and pulled him up the stairs and down the 
hall, into his bedroom. He let go of Taylor's hand and watched as the naked man crossed the room and climbed 
onto Dave's bed. He lowered his stomach onto the mattress, pulled a pillow under his chest and hitched one 
knee up. Dave couldn't help but think that Taylor knew exactly how to press his buttons. His breath caught in 
his throat when Taylor glanced over his shoulder with parted lips and a beckoning glimmer in his warm caramel 


eyes. The singer kicked off his shoes while his fingers quickly unbuttoned his jeans. 


He climbed over Taylor and pecked his cheek while pressing his pelvis against his backside. Dave then kissed his 
way down Tay's spine before taking a bite of his ass cheek. The blonde hissed and squirmed but Dave held him 
still with two hands on the back of his thighs. He pushed Taylor's knee higher on the bed and dipped his mouth 


to suck on one of the drummer's balls. He remembered Taylor's comment about being flexible and wanted to 
find out just how flexible. Dave hooked his other hand behind the other knee and pushed it wide also. Taylor 
groaned and pressed his forehead against the bed but Dave had the drummer's legs spread as wide as they 
would go while he suckled and teased his balls with his mouth and tongue. 


Taylor grunted and pushed himself up on his hands and flipped over, onto his back. Dave grinned and threw the 
blonde's thighs onto his shoulders and buried his tongue inside Tay's ass. He reached up and circled his fist 
around Taylor's shaft and stroked him slowly but firmly while he pushed his tongue deeper. Taylor's moans and 
grunts went in Dave's ear and straight to his groin, causing that delicious knot to tighten more and more. He 
moved up, keeping the blonde's legs on his shoulders, until his face hovered over Tay's and only ankles rested 


against him. 


"You are flexible. Look at this." Dave smirked as he ran a rough hand from Taylor's thigh up to his ankle. He 
wrapped his strong fingers around it and pressed his lips to the instep. The brunette used his other hand to 
guide himself into Taylor. Very gently, he pushed in a bit deeper and then raised himself up, back onto his 
heels, letting the drummer's legs fall to the sides. 


"D" Taylor sighed and reached his arms out toward his chocolate headed lover. 


"More?" Dave asked before he took Taylor's fingers and brought them to his mouth. He sucked them in, 
swirling his tongue around them, making them wet with spit. After, he guided the blonde's hand down, between 
his legs and wrapped Tay's hand around the base of his dick, using the drummer's wet fingers to slick himself 


more. 


Taylor held his hand there while Dave pushed further inside of him and slowly pulled out a bit before plunging 
deeper again. With hands gripping Taylor by his upper arms, Dave pulled him up off the bed and guided those 
arms around his own neck. The singer traced his hands down the drummer's back until they cupped his ass 


while he thrust upward, into him. 


Taylor used his legs for support and bounced and bobbed on top of Dave. His open mouth was right next to 
Dave's ear and the sounds coming out of that mouth spurred Dave to pump faster and harder. 


"Oh shit, DI" 

"Feel good?" 

"No, you're a pretty lousy fuck" 

Dave growled and took a bite of Taylor's neck. Taylor giggled and wiggled, falling backwards onto the bed again, 
he squirmed away from Dave and rolled onto his stomach, pushing his ass into the air. Dave was on him in a 
half a second and back inside of him. He held one of Tay's hips in his hand while the free hand trailed up 
Taylor's back to take a handful of silky, blonde hair. As he thrust in and out of the beautiful man, the knot 


tightened and he had to slow down. Dave wanted to make this last as long as he could, knowing he may not get 


another chance to be with his best friend this way. 

"What's the matter back there?" 

"Close," Dave panted. 

"So? We have all night” Tay looked over his shoulder and winked. 

Dave grinned. "Oh, yeah?" 

"Well, yeah. And | want my turn’ 

With that, Dave let go of Tay's hair and used both hands to hold onto those sharp, angular hips as he 
increased his speed. Pounding Taylor deep and fast, Dave's own grunts grew louder and longer until he pulled 
out and stroked himself with his hand and came with a low, guttural cry. 

Taylor didn't give the man a second to recover before he was pushing him onto his back and taking the 
singer's fingers into his mouth, sucking them clean. And then he crawled up Dave's body and kissed him, urging 
the brunette to open his mouth. Taylor slid his tongue past Dave's lips and let him lap at him. Dave tasted his 
own come on Taylor's tongue and he swooned, His eyes rolled back and a small, needy whimper formed in his 
throat. 

"You want me?" Taylor taunted the man, 

"God, please." 

"How bad?" 

"Taylor!" 

"Tell me." the blonde demanded, even as he slipped a wet finger inside of D. 

Dave gasped and writhed against the slow, steady pressure of Tay's long finger inside of him. 

"Tell me how bad you want it" Tay repeated. 


"Tay, goddamn it!" 


Dave was rewarded, or punished, with another finger sliding inside of him. Taylor pumped them slowly, teasingly 


as he sucked on one of Dave's nipples. 
"You can have my dick inside of you if you tell me the magic words." 


"Fuck me!" 


"Close" 
"Taylor!" 

The blonde giggled as he sank his teeth into Dave's breast and kept on pumping his fingers. 
"Please fuck me!" 

"| appreciate your manners but that's not it, either.” 


Dave let his head fall back, frustratingly amused by his little lover. He squeezed his eyes closed and screamed 
softly when Taylor found and began stroking Dave's sweet spot. 


"Oh, God. Right there. Keep that up and I'll come again" 
| could do that with my cock if you just say the magic words." 
"Nah, this is fine." Dave gave a loud laugh. 


"Motherfucker!" Tay withdrew his fingers and hitched Dave's thighs up. He spit onto his hand and rubbed 
himself before he pushed into Dave. 


It was hard and it was fast and Tay was sweating and panting when he fell against Dave's chest. The brunette 
wrapped his arms around his back and rolled so that he was on his side, tucking Taylor under his chin. The 
drummer softly ran his fingers over Dave's chest and let out one last, contented sigh. 

"So what were the magic words, anyway?" 

"I just wanted to hear you say, ‘Fuck me, Santa!" 


Dave pushed Taylor's hair aside with his nose and whispered in his ear, "Fuck me, Santa." 


The blonde's entire body shuddered and he replied, "Give me some Gatorade and about fifteen minutes." 


